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: BANK HOLIDAY AT RAMSGATE. 

You can hardly believe that the same Colossal Intellect that arranges for a free gift of £500 to the readers of a paper like this could, the next moment, 
become so debased as to open a stall on the Ramsgate Sands for the sale of oysters, that even Blue Points would blush at. Yet this is what we found Poor Papa 
doing when we all ran over to Ramsgate on Bank Holiday. My parent is a complete conundrum, and I predict that he will ultimately bring ruin and disgrace 
to the House of Storer. Whatever shall I do ?”’—Toortste. 


A RIVAL’S VENGEANCE.—(A Bank Holiday Tale of Margate) == ———S—S«sSsstnn) paps pene nn 
ae i ; 
~~ oe { i UCH HANGING ABOUT NOTHING 


ONE of the most extraordinary examples of the miscarriage 
of justice ever recorded is porey that of Joan, John and 
Richard Perry, who were judicially murdered in 1660. 

Mr. William Harrison, aged about seventy, and steward 
to Lady Camden, of Camden, Gloucester, went out on the 
16th of August, 1660, to collect my lady's rents, collected 
them, and mysteriously disappeared. At once all came to 
the conclusion that Mr. Harrison had been murdered, and, 
sure enough, presently his servant, John Perry, gave infor- 
mation that his (Perry’s) brother Richard had robbed and 

| murdered him whilst his mother stood looking on, and that 
Richard had, before this, once broken into his master’s 
| house and robbed him of £140. 

When the assizes came on, the judge refused to try them 
for the murder, because the Lag d had not been found. To 
the indictment for robbery, they at first pleaded not 

| guilty, but, says the account, “on people persuading them, 
they retracted their plea and pleaded guilty, begging the 
benefit of His Majesty's most gracious pardon and act of 
oblivion, which was granted to them.” In spite of this 
leading, however, they all at their deaths denied that they 
fed committed any robbery at all. ‘ 
At these assizes, John still persisted in accusing the others 


1, Well, Em'ly, my bloomer, here we a “ i for th 
at M retin ! wh re again 2. “Blow me if there ain’t your old flame Bill. How 3. “ Stow larking, now,” said ‘Arry ; “ of murder, and said he durst not eat with them, for they 
i dant teabes aencag na a cn ds are yer, sonny?” “Fust-rate, mate,” returned Bill, sand.” “All right ay Leuety.” waited BIIp, “the had attempted to poison him. They were, therefore, re- 
ly as a pick rel! winking at Emily. “Cum and look at thts hole.” tide won't be up for another hour, Ta, ta!” manded ; but at the next assizes, however, the accuser told: 


| 
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the court that there was not 2 word of truth in what he had said, 
and that when he said it he was mad 

The mother and the other son declared that they were wholly 
innocent, and Richard declared that John had accused others beside 
him, but failing to prove this last statement, the jury thereupon, 
and for reasons best known to themselves, found all three guilty, 
and they were sentenced to be hanged. 

At the place of execution, the mo:her being reported a witch, and 
to have so bewitched her two sons that they could confess nothing 
while she lived, was hanged first. Richard. who followed next, 
when on the ladder protested, as he had done all along, that 
he was perfectly innocent, and implored his brother to «peak the 
truth before he died, and John, at the last moment, said he knew 
nothing of his master's death, nor what had become of him. 

Meanwhile, the supposed murdered man was all the while alive 
and kicking, and about two years later came to the surface with 4 
wild and wonderful tale, 

He said that on the ltth of August, the night he so mysteriously 
disappeared, when returning home with part of the rents, he was 
suddenly seized ina lonely spot by ome strangers, who forced him, 
by several stages, to the seaside, and on board ship: that he was 
then taken to Turkey, and sold asa slave tua physician (he was 
seventy years of age. be it remembered); that he continued with 
hie master about a year and three qartera, and when his master 
died, made the best of his way toa seaport,and with great difficulty 
got on board a Hamburg ship bound for Portugal, from whence, 
by the aid of an English merchant, he got on board an English 
vessel and arrived safe at Dover, and from thence tu his own home, 
to the surprise of all the country. 

* * * * * * 

“That was a queer start,” said Alexandry, “I don't believe a 
word of the old cockalorum’'s tale, but what made that fool ofa John 
hang himself and his relations. and if the jury believed his evi- 
dence, what made them find Aim guilty? and what made his 
mother and brother plead guilty to the burglary they had never 
committed?) What do you say?” 

“Don't know, I'm sure,” replied Billiam. And the two beautiful 
boys again proceeded to business, 

(Next wrek a tragedy of yesterday. ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
ueries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 

the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course, Correspondents wishing their MSS, 

or Sketches to be returned should enclose stamps for that 


purpose, 


A. E. LEAN (46 Birdhurst Row, S.W.).—No, not worthy of the 
“ Award,’ your only way to obtain which is te comprte in some 
of our Prize Competitions —— SERGEANT FRANK WILLARD 
(Riding Establishment, Canterbury ).—N» space, thank you, Glad 
to har that your “Sloper” k-eps perfect time,-——JOHN LEAD- 
BETTER (17 Livingstone Terrace. Fleetwood),— Sratcher has 
accompanied the Eminent to the seaside, but the sva air has proved 
a little too strong for his constitution, and he has had to remain 
tadoors, —LINNETT,—Paticnee, dear girl; you will obtain one 
in your turn, STREET & Co.—Sorry we cannet insert the report. 
— J. SEABOURNE (Kidney Street, Birkenhead) —No space for 

wur contributions, thanks ——A CONSTANT SUBSCRIBER (111 

rury Lane).— Many thanks to you, ——AMY FARLEY (New Cross), 
—ALLY will srghee leet case befure the judgrs.—P. J. KEMP 
(Peckham. S.E ),—Zuotsie b gs ta tender to you her best thanks for 
your kindness ——W.S T. (Hove).—No apaer, thanks —-ALFRED 
(22 Brunswick Street, Barnsbury Road).— Dit despair; your 
turn wilé seen come. —— ALFRED GIBBS (* Birkbeck” Tavern, 
West Norwood).—A/I right, Alfred, wa won't forget you, only you 
must send in the coupons ervry week, as ercryone cle dovs.—— 
AYLESBURY Duck.— Yes, all hace an equal chane» fora Preaent, 
—INQUISITIVE ONE (London).— We don't know. —— JAMES 
Lookek.— You are one of about a thousand aubseribers whe hace 
written to us on the suhjrct. 1, RICHARDS (Stepnev).—Cigar, 
Se., reevived with thanks FRED TOMLINSON (3 Osman Road, 
West Kensington Park).—Of no use, thank you, ar we have no 
space to spare, BR, A, — Yrs. —A. C. Lay (Wallingford, Berks. ). 
~ Sorry we hare no space, F. NEALE —No space to sparc, thank 
you.——M1ss PIEercy (Pier Avenue, Clacton-on-Sea),— // you want 
a Present, you must fill in the coupons in the ordinary way.— 
M. Drew (6 Walker Street, Liverp ol).— Poor Snatcher has been 
queer, though he is quite well now.—S H. RIDER (Soho),—Sve 
first paragraph of “ Ally-Campane” in last week's“ HALP-HOLI- 
DAY."——SIC_ EST VITA.— Jvotsi- says you had better send the 
advertisement again, as she dovs not remember ever recciving it, — 
C. H. GANE.—WNo apace to spare, thanks, Your friend must bean 
édiot, You will obtain a Watch in your turn,—MABEL CASI- 
MER (Crool Street, Hulton).— Any of the large photographic vstab- 
lishments will supply your wants, —CavE CANEM.— The “ ciga- 
rette-holder" has ben placed among the “ Relics.” 
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“ALLY SLOPERS HALF-HOEIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in Great Britain, 


Forwarded ta any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of Ameria, post-free : 
3 Months, 1s 8d ; 6 Months, 38 3d.; 12 Months 6s 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Buokscllers’, at 20 eentimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


£1:1:0 
And the“SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will he given for the 
Correct Answer to the following Conundrum ;— 


WHY IS BANK HOLIDAY LIKE A PINT OF ALMOND WHELKS? 
As this is expected to be a rery enormous Comprtition, please 
reply on Post-CARDS, addressed tu— 
THE ALMOND WHELK DEPARTMENT, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*.* The List will close SATURDAY, AUGUST 1ITH, 1888, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—~—- 


“Haw—r—er! How far—er—er—does the—er—er—Thames run 
up?” asked a swell masher at Henley, “It don’t run up at all, 
sir,” replied aa intelligent boatman, “it runs down all the way to 
Teddington,” eee 

s 


“T soon brought that young law student to book? I made him 
eat his words,” exclaimed an irate individual. * You shouldn't 
have had much trouble over that.” observed a friend, “for he's 
been onning his terms for the last two years, so that he ought to be 
pretty well accustomed to that sort of thing now.” 


ze 
* 


“Wnar's the matter, Mra, Chandler?" enquired an old customer. 
“Why, that there stranger says as how my husband ain't clean in 
his business. Why, I'm sure you'll always see him suck the spoon 
when he takes it out of the jam, afore he uses it again for the 

ickles, But there, some folks ain't never satisfied !” ejaculated 
be lady behind the counter in a general shop. 
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FASHION FANCIES—By Mise Sloper. 
No. 223.-The “ Dover Bathing’ Costume. 


A WELCOME CHANGE. 

Brown. Nice change in the weather, 
isn't it? 

Smith, Change! 

Brown. Yes, certainly! It's started 
hailing now; basn’t it? and I should 
Why, if it wasn't for the fearful think that pretty nearly everyone is 
blow it would inflict on mankind, | getting sick and tired of the continual 
I'd commit suicide! rain 


of m besaty having to walk the 
pier for two hours without a single 
conquest! It's simply unbearable. 


EXTRACT FROM THE LETTER OF A MARGATE VISITOR TOA 
LONDON FRIEND 


“ Have youn suit of clothes to lend me,old man? Am natled up here without 
a complete outer garment left. Met my three divorced wives the other day 
chumming together. Strange, wasn't it? Well, to cut the matter short, they 
each took a souvenir in the shape of lumps of my clothes, leaving me two 
halves of trouser legs, half a shirt, and the cuff end of a coat. Wire reply.” 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
Latest Scratchings. 


oe 


WHAT FOR!!! 


(Saturday, August 4, 1888. 


“T say, Pompey, wot you tink ob dat horse, eh?” asked Samb 
“* Wot horse am you deluding to, Sambo?” was Pompey's proma 
reply. “Dat horse wot break into de conte as um pass de 
house.” “J didn’t see um, Sambo, but I should say dat any horse 
wot am fond ob de-canter must bea spirited animile.” 

s 


“T say, dad,” said young Sharpshins, ‘‘ what's the difference be- 
tween persistency and obstinacy?” “The one, my son,” replied 
the old man, “is denoted by strong will, and the other by a 
strong won't.” ° 


“YEs, a woman has been well compared to an ivy plant, for the 
more a man is ruined, the closer she will cling to him,” observed an 
intellectual spinster. “ Humph !” grunted an old bachelor, “ Aud 
the closer she clings to a man, the more he’s ruined.” 


* 
‘“ PLEASE lead me to the belfry quick, 
And without delay or falter,” 
A man one day said to our clerk, 
And he led him to the altar, 


“This is not where,’ the stranger said, 
“You ring your mating, chimes, and knells,” 
“Indeed, it is!” the clerk replied ; 
“Tis here we always ring our belles,” 
* 


Sharp Child, Oh, mamma i You should have seen the bluebottles 
in that butcher's shop. Such big ones! I’m eure many of them 
would have weighed half a pound. 

Mamma. For shame, Lily! How can ha tell such fibs? One 
bluebottle could never weigh half a pound. 

Sharp Child, | didn't say one, mamma, I said many of them— 
about a hundred, you know ! *,* 


“THE Lord Mayor is going to be buried to-morrow,” said Jones, 
trying to hare the rustic. “Is he really!” exclaimed Smith's country 
cousin, “What an interesting sight! I should like to see that, for 
do you know, Mr, Jones, people in my country always have to be 
taken to be buried.” *,* [Jones goes out. 

Public-house Bar. 

First Customer (three sherts in the wind), Pardon me, sir, 1 
was no’ ‘dressing my conversation to you! I never speak toa man 
unless I like the look of his face. 

Second Customer (three sheets in the wind). You should never 
judgea man by his face. If 1 judged you like that, I should say you 
were a murderer and a thief. 

First Customer, How dare zoe sir. What do you mean by that? 

Second Customer. Why I 8 ould say that you'd killed a monkey 
somewhere and then stolen his face. 


» 

“Loox at that fat fellow!” exclaimed Robinson. “He thinks 
no emall beer of himself.” “He's too stout!” remarked Thomp- 
son. “If he’s two or Double Stout, he’s right not to think small 
beer of himself,” observed Walker, 


* 
CRIED Pat, “I'll try again anon 
But I fear that they'll never do; 
T'll never get these tight boots on 
Till I've worn them a day or two.” 


* 

First Dear Little Thing. Y’ve just been singing ; Major de Vere 
pressed me so hard that I could not refuse, but the accompaniment 
ted played so loud that 1 am sure no one could hear a word | was 
singing. 

S'eond Dear Little Thing (aside). How fortunate for the 
audience. + * 


“ DRINK is the curse of the country,” said a Temperance Mission- 
ary. “ Drink Diether all the crime, all the poverty, all the 
misery—” “Shtop, shtop!” shouted McGooseley, “ you're wrong 
totalk ’bout drink like that! Now, alittle drop drink doesh no one 
any harm, but it’s the abuse o drink that ought to be ‘voided, ishn’t 
it?” “Quite right, my friend,” acquiesced the Temperance Miesion- 
ary. ‘Ver’ well, then! Don’t you abuse drink! Two of Scotch, 


cold, please. *,* 


ScENE—A Restaurant. : 

A Customer. How much longer do they mean to keep us waiting, 
I wonder? 

The O' Flaherty, Sure, and ye've nothing to complain of, at all, 
at all! Why, 1 remember when I was at home in the ould country, 
my mother was going to cook a rooster for dinner, but he was a bit 
tough, and he took so long to boil, that at last, bedad, the ould cock 
got tired of it himself, and, jumping on to the top of the pot, he 
flapped his wings and gave a cock-a-doodle-doo. It's a fact, on the 
honour of an Oirish gentleman, sorr. 

- 
* 


“TI aLways take in ‘SLOPERS HALF Houipay’ paper,” ob- 
served Mrs. Clumberbump, a few evenings ago, “ because it has so 
many anecdotes in it, and Dr. Bolus says as how every one ought 
to havea few anecdotes in the house in case of incidental poisoning.’ 


- 
CHEER up, and don’t be down-hearted, 
Things will come right, never fear ; 
Friends in this world are oft ed, 
For life ain't all skittles and beer. 


Suppose you are down on your luck, 
And your rent’s come weeks in arrear, 
Why show ’em you've got the true pluck, 
For life ain't all skittles and beer. 


Your oldest friends may prove unkind, 
And neighbours may mock at and sneer— 
Don't heed ‘em. Just say, “ Never mind,” 
For life ain't all skittles and beer. 


* 

“I MAINTAIN, sir,” exclaimed old Snorem in his most dictatorial 
manner, “that strikes are the curse of the country, and do no good 
to anyone.” “I must beg to differ with you there, sir,” replied 2 
mild-looking stranger, “ because I happen to know aclass of work- 
men who are continually etriking for wages, and always most suc- 
cessfully ; in fact, they couldn't get on without it.” “ What are 
they, sir?” shouted Snorem ; “I'll not believe it! What are ther. 
sir!” “Blacksmiths, sir,’ was the quiet answer, “ Especially 
those who use the sledge hammers.” 


Youne LusHincTon came home rather early the other morning, 
and making a mistake in his house. knocked upa neighbour instead 
of his long-suffering wife. After about tive minutes’ knocking. the 

edroom window opened, and the contents of a pailful of cold 
water descended upon him. “Oh, I say!” he exclaimed, as he 
atood shivering in the bitter north-easterly July wind, “That is? 
very summary mode of proceeding.” “ Summery or wontery, | 
don't care !" cried a sharp female voice, ‘It’s spring water, and 
if you knock me up again, I'll let the pail fa/é on you as well. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 
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sire 


The next picture offered to the readers of * ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLID 
ts a large otl painting by G. J. PINWELL, measuring Sft. x 4ft.. in a mas 
gold frame, and entitled, 


“THE EARL OF QUARTER-DECK.” 


All that has to be done ts to make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending 0” 
Envelope with this announcement enclosed, together wtth the Name a” 
Address of the Applicant any ttme before September 30th. 

Address—" ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” C 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*.° This Picture will shortly be on View 
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TOOTSIE AT DOVER. 


— ae 


AMONGST the fashionable visitors at present adorning the town 
of Dover may be advantageously quoted Miss Tootsie Sloper, the 
Eminent littére 
ateuse, Miss 
Tottie Good- 
enough (late of 
the Arthur 
Ro bertaeries). 
Miss Lardi 
Longsox (of the 
Arthur William. 
series), Miss 
Nellie Hikiks 
(of the princi- 
pal London 
music - halls). 
Lord Bob, and 
the Right Hon- 
ourable Billy. 
Their appear- 
ance whilst at 
the Esplanade 
Hotel has been 
described by the 
local press as 
striking, whilst 
their manners 
are said to be 
singularly free 
from that chill- 
ing hauteur so 
characteristic 
of the English 
aristocracy. 

Bob gots a wetting. aber might, in- 

deed, by their 

genial affability, be taken for mere nobodies, instead of the repre- 
sentatives of England's brightest talent and bluest blood. 

Dover has been descri as “entirely English, and the amuse- 
ments—or, rather, lack of them—altogether English.” 

The hotels have woke up a little bit of late years, but the amuse- 
ments are still rather back ward, though Charley Stewart's summer 
dramatic season at the Apollonian has been a big go, and at the 
Pheenix, Jennie Ronvert’s drum-solos have fetched them muchly. 

They have got a pier at Dover that runs out into the ocean 2,000 
feet, and has cost £750,000—and the rest; but there is talk of a 
promenade pier to be built in Dover Bay, which, I think, would be 
a splendid notion, and pay well. f 

hat suit of unshrinkable check of Bob's is not having a good 
time. Yesterday, standing near the edge of the pier, he got aregular 
soaker. I screamed with laughter, at which Bob got savage. He 
has a nasty pope To-day, owing, probably, to an injudicious dry- 
ing rocess, one m a one sleeve are much shorter than the others. 

ne bow-wow show is the topic of the hour down here, and Bob, 
who wishes to 
exhibit, has 


pent a lot of ow} 
spe / \ 
as on what he ! ’ We 
calls arranging : 7 
relimin‘aries ¥ 


you do it on 
soda and 
Scotch) at the 
“ Antwerp.” 

Billy was this 
morning the 
principal 
victim, having 
fallen off a 
break water inte 
the sea, and he 
was rescued 
from death only 
bs the prom Es 
steps taken by 
Tottie and 
Lardi, who 
pulled him out 
at the hazard of 
their lives. He 
has been oblig- 
ed, whilst his 
clothes dry, to 
spend the after- 
noon in a tail- 
coat and dress- 
trousers, and is 
sal at heart, 
and the young ladies at Conradi’s bar ask if he is another 
attraction at the Pheenix, coming out to-night on the slack wire! 
Meanwhile, we girls have been going in heavily for Liberty's art 
fabrics at Metcalf’s, and have got some sweetly-pretty things, 

The wreck of the Dook Snook we were compelled to leave at 
Torquay in bed, but it is to be forwarded next week to Tenby, 
whither we are bound, 

Dover Castle is the great show-place, of course, and everybody 
goes to see Queen Elizabeth's pocket-pistol, a little trifle of iron- 
mongery about twenty-four feet long, and requiring fifteen pounds’ 
weight of powder before it will go bang pretty. To-day, Tottie and 
Lardi went to the Castle, but their desoriptio: of what they saw is 
of the haziest. According to my guide-book, here are deposited 

the lances, dark stained with human gore, which the hands of the 
ever-to-be-praised-as-they-ought-to-be Six Hundred held in the 
charge at Balaclava.” And the writer goes on to observe, “The 
Passionate verses of the poet feebly express what every Englishman 
must feel on beholding these grim relics.” I spoke to Walter Joyce 
about this guide-book man, and his wrath was terrible, Tottie and 


il (ih 


Fishing out Billy. 


4 / U 
‘Lutue, Lurdi, and the gay Milimire. 


Lardi don't seem to have seen th 

ese deadly weapons, but they talk 
oat a place called the canteen, and a se thd gers they aay was 
ronderfully well-spoken, and awfully good-looking. I trust they 


fee ee their position as ladies, 1 am rather sorry we brought 


TWENTY SILVER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Cut ous and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 
THE pet ED ee DEPARTMENT, 


Sloperics, 


99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*SLOPER” WaAatTCH 
COMPETITION. 


Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” August 4th, 1888, 


THE 


Nan 
LL Ls 


Occupation, if any... 


How manny times applied -.-.1ccecccesernsestrtrercsinecirnmnemneneeie 


How long a Purchaser of} eee 
the “Half-Holiday"” | ~~ a 


The list for this week's Competition will close on Wednesday 
evening next, August 8th, 1888, The Ttvsult of the Competition of 
July Weh, 1883, will be published in the “ HALE-“JoLIDAaY” for 
August 11th, 1888, 


104th WEEK. 
RESULT OF JULY 21st COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 
““SsSLOPER” WATCHES :- 
1, THOMAS DANVERS, Cierx. 49 Archway Street, Barnes. Ape, 3 


Subscriber—since No. NDON. 
3. EMILY STEVENS BROWNE, Clerk, 35 Shareted Street, Kennington Park. 

Age, o yaer Subscriber—since commencement. LONDON. 
3. JANES DENNISON, Licensed Victualler, “ Rose of Denmark,” Shirley 

Street, Canning Town. Age, 36 years. Subscriber—over 3 TONpoN 


29 weeks. 

5. ERNEST HARPER, Potman, Green Man Street. Age, 19 years. Sub- 
scriber—since the start. WELL. 

6. H. PETTITT. Railway Clerk, Railway Station. Age, 20 years. Subscriber 


—13 months. INNINGHAM. 
7. KATE E. HAMBLEY, Stationer. Age, 25 years. Subscriber—3 years,.4 
month: HAYLE. 


5. 
8 HENRY NICHOLS, High Street. Age, 58 years. Subscriber—since 
March 24th, 1887. KELVEDON. 
9. JAMES ROGERS, Clerk, 1 Beattock Park, Beattock. Age, 21 ore 


scriber—since commencement. 
10. GEORGE THOMPSON, Ticket Collector, Midland Railway Station. Age, 
35 aren bscriber—3 years, 17 weeks. | SANDAL and WALTON. 
1. WILLIAM R. PIKE, Junior Clerk, 70 New Street. Age, we Ce Sub- 
scriber—since November, 1886. NDOVER. 
12. GEORGE BAKER, Draper's Assistant, 70 High Street. Age, 31 pose 
Subscriber—18 months. sHFORD. 
13. GEORGE PATERSON, Currier, 81 Mill Street. Age, 53 years. re 


2 FReD 10 weeks. 
14. ALFRED LEES, Accountant, 18 St. Peter’s. Age, 48 years. Subscriber— 
seer BEDFORD. 
1s. ELIZABETH BURNETT, “ Mason Arms” Inn, Newland Street. Ce 21 
years. Subscriber—from first. HIGH WYCOMBE, 
16. WALTER H. FARLEY, Bath Chairman, 25 Spencer Square, West Cliff. 
Are 30 years. Subscriber—over 3 years. RAMSGATE, 
17. HARRY 8S. GRIFFITHS, Clerk, 367 St. Paul's Road. Age, 25 years. Sub- 
scriber—2} years. SMETHWICK. 
18. JAMES C. MATHER, Shop Assistant, 9 “Crofters’ Arms” Yard. Age, 17 
Fehr Subscriber—over 3 years. WIGAN. 
19. MRS. H. PHELPS, Manageress, Coffee Tavern, 70 Parchment Street. Ago, 
65 years. Subscriber—4 years. WINCHESTER. 
20. ALBERT ERNEST COLMER, Articled Clerk, South Street House. Age, 
12 years. Subscriber—2 yours, 5 months. YEOVIL. 


THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE. 
BRIGHT was the sheen upon her brow 
And from her starry eyes 
There gleamed a light which then, as now, 
Eclipsed the noonday skies ! 
T envied oft the sunbeams fair, 
That toyed amid her golden hair! 


I could not hesitate, and asked 
Her straightway to be mine, 
And hoped triumphant to have basked 
Beneath her smile, and twine 
Around her my protecting arms 
Aud gaze for ever on her charms! 


She murmured “ Yes, and with a kiss 
We sealed the compact sweet ! 
And then, in ecstasy of bliss 
1 went her sire to meet. 
“ Pray, sir,” said he, “ what'll you provide 
For Nell?—and how'll you live beside?” 


T answered straight, “ Myself 1'll give 
A portion for your child ; 
And then I hope on you to live,” 
But the old man grew wild, 
And stamped and stormed, and screamed and swore 
That Nell should never see me more! 


MoRAL, 
Before you think to woo a wife, 
ocure, by honest toil 
In some of all the paths of life, 
What “ makes the pot to boil ;” 
And then, with house and golkien store, 
Papa won't hunt you from his door! 


A SMART YOUTH. 
“Gus, unless you retrench and alter your habits, you will die in 
poverty,” remonstrated the old man, “It's the living in poverty 
part of the business that | funk, governor,” replied Gus. 


WOouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY.” the 
services of aGraphologist of ureat skilland talent hare been enyaved. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and aecom panied bya stamped addressed 
envelope (with the writer's own address). All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“TUE SLOPERIES,” 
: 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Answers will be posted direct to the addresses civen on Envelopes. No notice 
will be taken of any communication not comp! wing with the above requlattons, 
Ansuoers cannot be guarunteed within fourteen duys, but will be forwarded 
as early as possible. 


A CRIMINAL SOLICITOR. 


— 

I once knew a solicitor. He is dead and gone now, Ho wasa 
curious sort of fellow—a good-natured man, although he had lived 
all his life amidst bankrupts, aud criminals, and rascals of every 


‘When we were having a drink, he tuld me. 


sort. He was achirpy, pleasant fellow. He was never backward 
ata good story. Yet there was something odd about him. 

On the centre of his forehead (and he had a very good forehead) 
wasascar as froma burn, J was just as curious as anyone else to 
find out how it got there. 

At last one oy, when we were having a drink, he told me, 

“You know,” he began, “I seldom enough care about any busi- 
ness that’s at all shaky. However, you know that | used to spoon 
that barmaid up at the ‘Angel's Head,’ Oue day she said to me,— 

“*Mr. Jorrocks, I wish you would do me a great favour.’ 

“T thought, of course, she was going to ask me to buy her half- 
a-dozen pairs of gloves, or some nonsense of that sort, 50 I said,— 

“*Well, I don’t know. I’m not much in the flower, or glove, or 
bracelet-giving way, you know.’ 

“* You're a kind-hearted man,’ she said, ‘and I'm worn to death 
with worry.’ Then she dropped her voice. ‘My only brother's 
charged with murder. I want you to defend him—get up his 
defence—because | believe in you so, I haven't spent my wages 
this last six years, 
I can pay for every- 
thing. To think that 
my brother might 
come to the gallows!’ 
she said, 

“She was crying 
behind the tarts on 
a glass tray, yet it was 
tolerably upsetting 
to me all the same. 

“*Your man's sum- 
moned,’ I said— 
“locked up last night 
for that ouonieg 
business. Why, it’s 
in my own neigh- 
bourh : 

“*Will you do it 
for me?’ she asked. 

“T thought about 
it fora moment, and 
then I eaid, ‘Well, 
for yow I will. You're 
a good er 
sb Well, og aet 

ggar in the police- 
cell. Before, I had 
seen him asa highly- 
respectable man—in 
fact, he always 
looked as if he had 
come out of a band-box—overdid it, you know. He tried to talk 
ogy he were the most innocent beggar under the sun, At last I 
said, 

“*You must own up tome, anyhow, or I can't make your defence.’ 

“He did own up then. It was about as cold-blooded a business 
as ever I came across in my life. Yet, he had worked it so uncom- 
monly well, that before he came to the end of his yarn, I was pretty 
sure that, working skilfully, he could be got off. 

“I felt as if I could have kicked the beggar. However, I had 
taken the case up, and, of course, was bound to go through with it. 

“After the affair before the magistrate, when he was committed, 
I became as certain as possible that he would get off. 

“You know, that was just a month before I was going to be 
married to my wife. Although there’s no man hved freer than I 
did formerly, no man has stuck to his wife better, aud thought more 
of her always, than I have of mine, 

“T felt 80 much about it, then, that when I bade her ‘Good-bye,’ 
and kissed her the night before, I was positively ashamed of myself 
that I had condescended to take up that wretch's case. 

“T went to see him again. “‘I shall get you off all right,” 1 said. 

“Now what | hated most about the fellow, was the cursed show 


“ * Will you do it for me ?' she asked.” 


Se of hypocrisy he kept 
CO Ce- - - f up. He put on a 
(Gro er sanctimonious look, 
| 3 y = : and said 


“+My dear friend 
may every blessing 
(I won't quote his 
blasphemy) ‘be 
showered on your 
head.’ I was sitting 
down, and he stooped 
o_o my fore- 


ead. 

“1 feltasif [could 
have killed him there 
and then. But I held 
my ce about him, 
and left him. 

“Well, when I 
walked home to my 
chambers, | felt that 
Judas kiss on my 
head, as if it were a 
live beetle or tilthy 
insect of some sort. 
You wouldn't think 
1 was s0 foolish (lut 
I was going toseemy 
good, pure-minded 
girl), yet | took the 
red-hot poker out of 
the fire, and rubbed 
it on my forehead 
where the beggar had touched me—and that’s (jospel truth :” 

* * 


* * * * 
We finished our drinks, and he left me, An ugly story, though, 
wasn't it? 


“1 vaue uer * Good-bye.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: (Saturday, August 4, 1888. 


“YOUTH WILL 


1. Yes; it was rather a big jump, you know. But he was such 


a mettlesome young gentleman. 


®,° Miss Tuotste Sloper will be delighted tu recetve photographs 
from those of her friends whose portraits have not yet been pub- 
Ushed. Atndly address Mtss Sloper, and Not THE EMINENT. 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


' No. 87.—MDLLE. ENDEA SANTOR. 
4 


“She shall command my heart and me.” 
—The Dook Snook. 


4 
“ Now, sirs, is she not indeed passing fair?” 
y aentee —Lord Bob. 


"| 
t “Oh! she is fairer than the evening air, clad in the beauty of a 
| thousand stars.” —The Hon. Billy. 


aa, 


(A Bank Holiday Outing.) 


HAVE ITS FLING,”—(Old Saw.) 


WA 
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Mabel. Oh, George, do come and give a helping hand! You 
really look like a stuffed dummy sitting there! 

George. How can t say that, Mabel, after my late painful 
experience? Why, I feel as hollow as an empty barrel! 


PLAYING FOR A PARTNER. 


A wealthy American lady, a short time ago, committed matrimony on a startlingly original principle. She made tt known that her hand was to be won by the gentleman 
who was willing to devote to her every evening of his mortal career to the joyful game of whist. In the marriage compact an extraordinary clause was inserted 
which gave the happy “groom” twenty thousand pounds straight off, free from all encumbrance except the lady herself.— Vide Datly Paper. 


mye 


2. But the incident reminds us of a story which, 
as you have not heard, we will proceed to relate, 
“Mr. Ponsonby,” said the fair Georgina, “ vou love 
me—nay, blush not, ‘tis leap year, remember—and 
would be my husband. Is it not so?” “Oh, Miss 
Georgina,” be began, “ if the devotion of a life——” 


3. “ Exactly,” said she, interrupting hun, “ well, know 
that I am devoted to hop-scotch.” “ Ah,” he cried,“ sav 
where it can be got and I will procure you some.” 
“Nay,” said she, “I allude not to the toothsome butter 
of that ilk, but to the little game.” And she began to 
hop toa little pebble in their path and kick it from her. 


1. And so they played whist and remained happy 
ever after. Well, if they “play for love” they no 
doubt will. Surely in announcing their marriage 
they did not say “no cards.” The happy pair should 
get pan Cupid to build them a house of cards to 
reside tn. 


r 
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6. Well, when Ponsonby was quite perfect, the 
fair Georgina was as good as her word, and they 
were married. And now, in a little asphalt- 
pave! court in the rear of their pretty modern 
suburban Queen Anne villa, they gaily hop the 
bappy hours away. 


5. Yes, hitherto Ponsonby had gone to business in 
the city every morning and returned therefrom each 
dewy eve rail, now he was to be seen hopping there 
and back, chasing before him with his toe a plece of 
polished tile, taking care that it never rested on the 
divisions of the pavement. 


4. “ But what, fair one, has that to do with my hap- 
piness?" “This,” she replied ; “my hand {is yours on 
condition that you swear to devote your married life to 
playing at hop-scotch with me.” “I swear it!” he 
cried ; and he lost no opportunity in making himself 
proficient in the exciting game. 


THE ELDER’S CREDIT GONE. 


AW 


yand bs * 


| 1. “McRad,” pleaded the Elder, “mak’ me a new kilt for Sabbath wear, nice and lang and 2. “Git oot,” yelped Rad from under cover, “git oot, or a'll 3. The Elder got! 4. And roared, “Done! done 4 00, t2° 
dccent-like, _—" blaw yer lungs oot. Kilts, indeed, ye may gang withoot a kilt, yammering snip, snap, snippy, Radical tailor.” And he passe? 0°” 
for all a’ care.” word “blud” being re-echoed over the browelde. 
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crane “Why should London wait?” Yes, that is the cry; and more, why should England wait for the summer that never returns? Cannot Edison, or some other fellow, invent an artificial one? 1 would ‘ i 
n ber. try myself if I had time. But onward :—“ Choose me or smoke ; now take your choice,” The female said with trarful voice :—A lady fair, the other day, Before the beak was very gay :—A shocking sight i | 
we here do see; The grave is not the pa Sor spree :—A day of "gid for girls and boys, We here depict their many joys:—The missis got exceeding mad, And called the slacey names so bad :-—Two = | | 
. drunken men began to fight ; One fell down dead—an auful sight !— This lively scene occurred in France. It happened at a country dance.—Sorry aw | to tell my readers that my ark has accidentally | 
been smashed up by a thunderbolt. Money for tickets will not be returned, but will be kept for the benefit o0o——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. , Ney | 
GOING FOR AN AIRING. ey 


AT GOODWOOD. 
Irate Swell, Why, you scoundrel, how dure you help yourself 
like that? 
Footman. Beg pardon, sir, but I waited for two hours for some- 
oue else to ‘elp me; but them not doing so, I thought I'd been 
forgotten. If I ain't done it the right way, I'm werry sorry. 


to do 1s te drmk dt suddenly before 


ns begins to F's: 
(He does so ) 


-mind about that. 
Wake haste 
and close this 


winder ! 


The draught 
catches him 
and he dvets 
out crying’ 
Too late 
Assassin ''~ 


MEETING OF THE CHURCH AND STAGE 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVE? Ts, 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST LITH, 1088, 


5th August, 1792.—The following anecdote, which appea;; 
in the Croker correspondence, supplies an amusing sequel toa w.| 
known story: “Everyone knows that of a gentleman aski;, 
Lord North who ‘that frightful woman was?’ and his loris)); 
answering, ‘That is my wife.’ The other, to repair his blu 
=o ps ry se her, _ that monster bext to her.’ 
j si said Lord North, ‘that monster is my daughter.’ With this 
eed he Sie Cs C Frederick Robinson, in his usual absent, euthusiastic way, w;s a 
t ese missi ie Alice 4 Z, ° cay entertaining a lady whom he sat next to at dinner, and, lo! tii 
ra going tothe ag g " lady was Char.otte Lindsay—the monster in question.” 
Thinks patinia hc 5th August, 1857.—Pierre de Morand, the French dramatic poet 
Neural uibcion pot who died this day, was in a box at the theatre during the tirsi re. 

ss ofa pesen - ee presentation of his comedy, La Capricicuse, The audience low ils 
rime ‘ asdoi ig expressing disapprobation at the extravagance and improbat)i)itr 
best bal >. " of some traits in this character, the author became impatient, he 

oe put his head out of the box, and called out, “ You must know 
ies al reutlemen, that this is the very picture of my mother-in-law. 
WV hat do you say now?” 


WHEN Alice Russ had got a big crowd round her, in Kentish 
Town recently, by her drunken frolics, and a bobbie came on the 
scene, Alice ran in- 
doors, went up to the 
window of her room, 
and began playtully 
throwing flower-pots 
at the assembled on- 
lookers, knocking a 
Mrs. Palmer down in- 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


THE BIGGEST THING EVER DONE BY ALLY SLOPER. 
£500 in bank notes will be given away, on February 2nd, 
1589, to oue of the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF- 
HOL1DayY.” 

Everyone com- 

peting stands an 

equal chance of 

winning the FIVE 

HUNDRED 

PounpDs. All 

that has to be 

doneis, commenc- 

ing with this 

week’s “HALF 

HOuIpDay,” tocut 

out the first para- 

aca in “Ally 

‘ampane” from 

each week's paper 

and keep them by 

ou until January 


woe 
* 


THE new Duchess of 
Marlborough is said to 


Epi Sa 
have an income of be- 6th August, 1709.—Oliver Cromwell had a porter named 


bth, 1889, when 
you will have 
twenty-six in your 
possession. Then 
post the tweaty- 


six cuttings, with 

your pvame and 
address, to “Sloper’s £500 Competition,” “THE SLoPERIES,” 
99 SHOE LANE, fLEET STREET, LuxD sx, E.C., and look in the 
Number for February 2nd, 1889, forthe name and address of the lucky 
winner. Don't onany account post any of the cuttings until you have 
the twenty-six—that is, one from each week's “ HALF-HULIDAY,” 
commencing August 4th, and ending January 26th, 13839, 


. 

GENERAL HARRISON, the Republican candidate for the American 

Presidency, reovived the news of his nomination by telephone. The 

sweet young bud standing at the instrument turned to him at the 

eighth ballot, and said, “General, the Postal Telegraph Company 

sends youtheircongratulatious,” ‘Thus he knew of his good fortune. 
“* 


THE red-eyed poodle didn’t seem inclined to come along. Nor 
did the Colley who receive the monev to produce it. Colley’s front 
name is John, and he ig a fireman. May Livingstone, who friskly 
treads the boards, loves red-eyed poodles, 60 she kindly gave John 
yalf a sovereign for one that he dreamed he possessed. The blood- 
oe poodle not turning up, Colley has been committed for 

rial. Par 


Sweet Lavender ia very popular with the British Public. In 
speaking of Swret Lavender, we are not alluding to the sweetly 
scented tlower of that = 
name, but to that capi- 
tal comedy by A. Pin- 
ero, About this time 
we generally expect it 
to be the dullest part 
of the year with 
theatres. Not so in 
this case, the house is 
crowded nightly, and 
seems likely to be so 
for a long time to 
come, + « 


So popular is the 
Sloper Family becom- 
ing at the Music Halls, 
that the managers are 
begging the Eminent 
to give up literature 
altogether and becom.- 
“one of them,” 80 to 
speak. The F.O.M 
can’t manage bee 
yet, later on he will do 
what he can, Any- 
how, for the present 
he will visit, and re- : 
visit, and visit again ‘ 
and againany of the halls that are good enough to invite him. The 
Distinguished Party re-visited the ’eckham Theatre of Varieties on 
July 19th, the occasion being the benetit of Mr. Walter Gravatt, 
the waiter, who has waited patiently for the Peckhamites for years. 
Gravatt got all ha deserved, a full house, and, we presume, heaps 
of “spondulicks.” Mr, A. F. Lovejoy was, as usual, most generous 
and attentive to the Sloper contingent, and Jack Townsend, the 
Poor Man's Friend, of Peckham, cut up a sheep for the benetit of 
the audience. The report that A. Sloper took the sheep's head 
when Jack's back was turned is wholly without foundation. The 
Eminent is @ cut above such paltry tricks, 

* 


THERE are two large boot cleaning shops in Boston. These con- 
cerns are owned by a Dark Continent swell, who is known in Boston 
society as the King of the African duces, Professor Jones is the 

and name of this interesting person, but he has not been engaged 

‘or some years past in the active exercise of his profession. The 
superintendence of his business, together with the cares of dress, 
occupy nearly all his time. *,* 


WE are fond of the seaside; perhaps other people are likewise. 
No matter; that does not alter the fact. We love the female sex. Our 
previous remarks 
are also appli- 
cable in this case. 
We are at present 
rollicking round 
the South Coast, 
trying to get alittle 
sunburnt, but 
owing to the bla- 
zing orb only show- 
ing itself for about 
five minutes in a 
week we are not 
rogressing very 
avourably. No 
matter; the yachts 
still run, and the 
girls still bathe; 
therefore we rest 
content, simply re- 
petting our atore- 
said remark, we 
love the females. 
*_* 


ACERTAIN news- 
paper has Mropped 
across “a_ perfect 
servant.’ She 
cooks, attends to 
the children,scours, 
and dusts the place 
throughout. Her 
face glows with 

health, she is “ perfectly happy,” and “gives satisfaction.” She re- 
ceives twelve pounds a year, has one evening a week, claims Sunday 
evenings, and also a whole day every month, The Eminent is 
trying to purchase her, to place among his Sloperian “ Relics.’ 


tween 150,000 dollars 

aud 200,000 dollars a 

year. Good biz for the . 

Duke, eh? She is a 

dashing woman, and a great favourite in American society, but 
her match with the Duke is looked upon with great disfavour 
by her intimate friends, They are in doubt whether the nature of 
his separation from his first wife (Lady Blandford) permits of 
auother alliance on his part. “Y 


EDIson has made tremendous sums of money Ls Ble wonderful 
inventions, but still he toils night and day with hardly any rest. 
He’s always inventing, and some day will no doubt astonish the 
world with something more wonderful, if possible, than ever he 
has vet produced. He is married for the second time, lives ina 
lovely house, aud is a man of the simplest tastes. 


_* 


* 

TWELVE men, women and children, all Hottentots, are “on view” 
at the Jardin d’Acclimation, to be gazed upon by admiring Parisians. 
These savages are very active. Clad in their native garb, they run 
about the gardens to keep themselves warm. They complain greatly 
of the cold, and use some strong Hottentot language against the 


damp weather now prevalent iu Paris. 
** 
* 


THE joyous 6th of August 18 now at hand, when frolicsome young 

England may enjoy itself to its heart’s content. The 6th is on 
Monday, and Monday is Bank Holiday, 
Some people may not be aware of the fact, 
therefore our preciseness. A day at the sea- 
side would, in many persons’ minds, be the 
height of enjoyment. Very good, We will 
not score oh to ditfer on that point, only don't 
take your best girlonayacht. Inthe present 
state of the atmosphere it is likely to be 
rough, if so, she is likely to cut up ditto, 
then look out for squalls, If you must go 
on a yacht, buy your girl a spade and pail, 
perch her on the sands with strict instruc 
tions not to move, and go yourself, This is 
our advice. Take it or refuse it, we shall 
still urge it. ** 


Mrs. Lanctry and her New York neigh 
bour, Don Diego de Vivo, are not on very 
friendly terms. The Don has been very 
much opposed to the historic fence she built. 
Mrs. Langtry then complained that the Don's 
perce made her life utterly miserable. The 

n then returned the compliment by com 
plaining of her chickens. Now Mrs. Langtrv 
is going to build a fence on the east side of 
her yard, about thirty feet in height. Then 
Don Diego can see her house no more. 

id 


om 

SOME boys were recently playing near the 
railway line which leads from Sunderland to 
Newcastle, when one of their number, Jack- 
son, in foolishly attempting to walk over the 
bridge, fell on the line. He was too much 
stunned to rise to his feet. The consequences 
were a train passing at the time went over 
the boy's body. The poor little fellow's 
head was cut completely off, and it rolled away some distance, 

. 


THE standard of education among rank and file of the Army is 
slightly higher than it used to be. There are fewer men now who 
can neither read or write, the total number of illiterates being about 
twelve per cent, + 

* 


OF course, some bishops smoke, naturally, so do some females : 
yet it wasa funny sight the other day to see three colonial “ gaiters” 
on their way to Cambridge indulging in the luxurious weed, and 
it aroused no little interest among railway ofticials, 

*-* 
* 


IT was at the Parnelleries. He thought he would like to go 
a-tobogganing. He did so. “Oh, sir!” caid an awfully-pretty girl. 
“Tam soafraid. Can I clasp you round the waist during the des- 
cent?” What could hesay? And when she had left him, he dis- 
covered that his watch an purse went with her! 


* 
WHILE the drums, trombones, and other instruments of torture 

were clattering away at the Elysian café cuxcert, in Paris, the other 
night, and before the per- 
formance had begun, and 

as spectators anc lice- 

men were awaiting the ap- 
pearance of a singer, some 

artful thieves broke into 

the restaurant attached 

to the establishment and 

stole £500 worth of secu- 

rities and several articles 

of jewellery, The stroke 

was one of the boldest 
performed by the burglars 

in this city, and the police, 

who were “assisting” so 
attentively at the concert, 

are, of course, terribly 
satirised by the budding 

young journalists of Paris 

who revel in this sort of 

thing. oe 

* 


“THE frozen corpses in 
the Paris Morgue will 
stand erect,” so say the 
French doctors, “and 
should they fall, they do 
not sustain the slightest 
scratch. The noise is 
similar to that of a marble 
mantel-shelf tumbling 
down upon the floor. 
During experiments, some 
years ago, corpses were actually kicked about like footballs, but 
they were not in the least damaged.” 


Daniel, who was 7 feet 6 inches high, and whose standard was 
recorded by a large O on the back of the terrace at Windsor Castle, 
almost under the window of the ang oh This man went mad, ad 
prophesied as an enthusiast, his brain being turned re his study of 
Boo s of specul itive divinity. He frequently preached, and was 
said to have foretold several remarkable events, particularly che 
fire of London. He was confined many years in Bedlam, where je 
was allowed, after some time, the use of his mystical library, as 
there was not the least probability of his cure. One of his most 
important books was a large Bible, given to him by Nell Gwruo. 
He is said to have been the original from which Caius Gabriel, tiie 
father of Colley Cibber, copied one of the lunatic tigures on Bei lam 
Gate. The Zatler, for the above date, says:—“*The renown! 
porter of Oliver had not more volumes around his cell in his college 
of Bedlam than Orlando in his present apartment.” 


7th August 1821.—Queen Caroline of Brunswick died this 
day, stricken down, as was generally alleged, by vexation at being 
vehned admission to Westminster Abbey iu the previous month of 
July, when she desired to participate in the coronation ceremouics 
of her consort, George 1V. The immediate cause, however, was an 
illness by which she was suddenly attacked at Drury Lane Theatre, 
and which ran its course in the space of a few days. 

7th August, 1712.—Journalism, at this time, received a severe’ 
check by the imposition of the Stamp Duty. On the above (ate, 
Swift writes to Stella :—“ Do you know that Grub Street is dead 
and gone last week? No more pos or murders now for love or 
money. | plied it pretty close the last fortnight, and published at 
least seven penny papers of my own, besides some of other people's. 
But now every single half-sheet pays a halfpenny to the Queen. 
The Observer is fallen; the ‘Medleys’ are jumbled together with 
the Flying Post; the Examiner is deadly sick; the Spectator 
kecps up, and doubles its price. 1 know not how long it will hold. 
Have you seen the red stamp the papers are marked with? 
Methinks it is worth a halfpenny the stamping.” 


Sth August, 1823.—On this day a young man, named 
Thomas Clements, lost his life in a manner as d ul _as it was 
extraordinary. He was fishing with a draw net, near Elizabeth 
Castle, Jersey, and taking a little sole out of the net, he put it 
between his teeth to kill it, when the fish, witha sudden spring, 
forced itself into his throat, and choked him. The unfortunate 
man had just time to call for assistance, but it came too late ; he 
expired soon after in dreadful agony. : ; 

th August, 1854.— Crofton Croker, who died this day at his 
house in Old Brompton, one day observing Jerdan with a new 
waistcoat, and, not particularly admiring the make, asked him if t 
was nota City cut, “No,” said the venerable Jerdan, “ it’s a west- 
cut” (waistcoat). U 


Oth August, 1718.—If any human being was free from per’ 
sonal vanity, it must have been the second Duchess d'Orleans, 
Charlotte Elizabeth of Bavaria, In one of her letters (dated as 
above) she says :—“] must certainly be monstrously ugly. | never 
had a good feature. My eyes are small, my nose short and thick, 
my lips broad and thin, ese are not materials to form a beautiful 
face. Then] have flabby, lank cheeks, and long features, which 
suit ill with my low stature. My waist and oy legs are equally 
clumsy. Undoubtedly | must appear to be an odious little wretch ; 
and had I not a tolerably good character, no creature could endure 
me. | am sure a person must be aconjuror to judge by my eyes 
that I have a grain of wit.” . 

9th August, 1769.—Moses Alexander was executed this day at 
Tyburn about half-past two in the afternoon, for forgery, in 
indorsing a Note of Hand with the name of Brown. 


10th August, 1710.—Hogarth never painted a more graphic 

icture of a horseman of the last century than that drawn iu the 

wstman of the above date. It is presented in the form of a 
hue and cry after a stolen horse :—“ A full-faced, round-shouldered, 
middle-sized man, with a light Bob goat’s-hair wig, a spufl-coloured 
seoretary drugget coat, the trimming the same colour, 2 waistcoats — 
—one of black cloath, the other blue, trimmed with silver lace— 
black cloath breeches, a mourning hat-band, wears a cane with a 
silver head, mace to screw at the top, a seafaring man, stammering 
in his speech, his name William Tunbridge, but goes by the uame 
of William Richardson, rode away from 7 daks in Kent, the 20th 
of July last, with a sorrel horse full 14 hands high, a star on his 
forehead, white feet behind, ae mettled, loth to have his hind 
feet taken up, bob tail, a black saddle stitched with silver, jan 
leather stirrup, leathers with a slit crupper buckled on the sadaile 
with 2 buckles. Whoever gives notice of man or horse to a 
Adams, Postmaster of 7 Oaks, shall have a guinea reward au 
reasonable charges.” 


llth A t, 1839.—This Sunday afternoon, a body of about 
five hund Chartists took possession of St. Paul’s athedral, 
which they occupied for some time. At Manchester they also wok 
possession of the cathedral, but left abruptly on the pretcut 
announcing as his text, My house is the house of prayer. 1 ve 
have made it a den of thieves.” Once, as Mr. White, an officit! a 
St. Paul’s Cathedral, was showing some visitors the Geometrica 
Staircase, he suddenly disappeared down the well, and, falling © 
distance of ninety feet, alighted on the engine at the hottom. He 
anyested none the worse for his aérial flight, and shortly afverwatus 
walked home. i . Pt isin 
1lth August, 1825.—The dog days ending this year at this Mee * 
were remarkable for longer absence of rain and greater heat th ss 
usual. It was further remarked that there were numerous cu 
flagratione, especially in London and its environs. BNE 
llth August, 1883.—The Star Music Hall, in Sunderland, was (hi* 
day burned down. fe 
ilth August, 1876.—Miss Braddon (Mrs. Maxwell), Sage Ee 
novelist, this evening appeared on the stage of the Jersey 1 veal 


ALLY SLOPER'S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by Mr. GILBERT DALztEL, the Pr 
prutor of “ ALLY SLOPZR'S HALF-HOLIDAY, te 
next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl ( Railway ericat 
on duty erccpted), who should happen to meet with his oF riage’ 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the United Ki Haut: 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPERS ° jaate 
Hoipay” is found upon the Deceased at the time of the ae 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published every Thur’ 
morning at 10 o'clock. and the Insurance lasts one week fro! 

time, expiring at 10 o'clock the fullowing Thursday morning. 


Saturday, August 4, 1888 


—_—— eee 


THE COOK’S DILEMMA. 


“ reity of crayfish, a favourite delicacy in Paris, is driving the chefs to 
d ir “They veally look as though they contemplate puleide.”—Datty Paper. 


—a 


Aas, for French- 
men's wretched 


doom, 
Their woe is now 
complete. 

No crayfish is in 
Paris found, 
For epicures to 

eat! 


Unmanned by this 
calamity, 


desir ; 

They rend their gar- 
ments, and, 
what's worse, 

They also rend 
their hair! 


In Rome's imperial 
city once, 

As ancient re- 
cords tell, 
When heroes saw 
their luck was 

gone, 
Upontheir swords 
they fell, 


If scarcity of crayfish sweet 
In Paris long endures, 
The cooks, who are more valiant still, 
Will fall upon their skewers. 
————EE—EE 


OUT OF THE QUESTION. 


“Wet, what are you going to do first?” “Oh! I think I'll 
ikea ‘bus in to the Bank.” “Rubbish, man! you wouldn't be 
owed.” “What the—blanky-blank—do you mean?” “Don't 
u understand? It's sometimes said you can drive a coach-and- 
through an Act of Parliament, and we've also heard of a bull in 
hina shop, but I'm hanged if the beadles would allow you to 
ea bus into the bank !* 

Once they were sworn friends: now there is a lot of the 
ring, but little friendship. 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


OPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


he Friend of Manisnoo giring Two Substantial Presents away 
ry werk to Purchasera of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
toa Lady, and one toa Gentleman, All that has to be done 
vent out and fill inthe Label printed brio, expressing a wish 
phat the Applicant ts in want of,” and post it to :— 
ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Stoperics,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 

.* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
cclope whether tt isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


; “Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” August 4th, 1888. 


ame . 


Odfess he 


ante es 
® Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
79th WEEK. 
RESULT OF JULY 2lst COMPETITION. 
The following Applicants have been Awarded 
“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 


. MRs, FISHBOURNE, 9 Carlton Street, Kentish Town, LONDON. 
A HALL TABLE. 
JOHN HATTEN, Trodbeck Honse, WALSINGHAM. 


AN EGG CABINET. 
TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be inserted in this column free of 
rg, provided the Sender's Nameand Addressareenclosed with the 
tertisement, not for publication, but asa guarantee of good faith. 
Address—TOOTSIE, “ MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


ees rather tall, dark, aged 22, no private income, amiable 
a isposition, musteal, and domesticated, is desirous to correspond with a 

eman, moderate means, and fairly -looking, with a view to matri- 
bny. Photos exchanged. Address—“ JEss1E,” “ TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL 
ENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


. GENTLE MAN, 27 years of age, dark hair, considered good- 
air aking. and holding a good appointment, would like to correspond with 
Men as; Detween 18 and 26, with a view to matrimony. Please send photo, 
te will be returned if requested. Address—" ARTHUR,” “ TOOTSIE'S 
IMONTAL AGENCY,” “ The sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


sea ll I aap cn csenirn lal erases Morgue) eee 9 
ra ERS, AMY and KITTY, wish to correspond with two 
7 oat penal of good birth, with a view to matrimony. Amy is 19, dark, 
une ei cure; height, 5 ft. 4}in. Kitty is 17, brown hair, and hazel eyes; 
Dssible ee kn thoroughly domesticated. Please send photos, if 
operies,” 99 Shoe Lane, al ia satin sks gee 


GENTLE MAN, aged 32, engaged in business, would like to 
Jlookie pon! with a lady of abont the same ago; ts dark, and consiered 
Y eno ey, musical, and would be fond of a home with a suitable partner ; 
rned if destrest og HF peters co Proferren: 5 notograph sent, woul beite 
i *s—* Epw *« TOOTSIE'S SENCY,” 
he Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lene, Lenin: Bone $8 MATRIMONIAL AGENCY, 


WwW ned . a ° ° . 
nae DIES (Marie, aged 22, medium height, fair; Dulcie, 
, cheertay medium height, rather fair, blue eyes; both domesticated, and 
ntlemen, n; oving, and Kind disposition) would like to correspond with two 
omnes Prine eats to with good inventions one comfortable 
rec nue “S— MARIE” or “DULCIE,” “TOOTSIE’'S MATRIMONIAL 
Scv,"“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, . ° 
*«* NOTE.—Tootsie undertake 
: . 8, free of charge and post-free, to 
u . es 
i Perens, to the parties intcrested, all’ letters recet ved’ in 
aye he above advertisements, Advertisements already received, 
not appear above, will appear as soon as space admits, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


*,* In consequence of the enormous number of letters received, we 
are unable to publish those selected as soon as we could desire ; 
but the Editor wishes to assure his Correspondents that all 
letters of importance and interest, and of moderate length 
will be sure to find a place ultimately in his Lrtter-Bow,an 
he therefore invites correspondence on ail subjects, 


97 HILL STREET, PECKHAY, or pear ag el HoxtToy, 


ue Sth, 

DEAR S1R,—It is with great pride fd write to thank you for your 
handsome prize, viz., The Ally Sloper Cup, first prize, half-mile 
handicap, Music Hall Sports. The cup has already been filled 
scores of times with the favourite “ Unsweetened,” and admired by 
all. Theonly thing | wish for now is the “Sloper Award of Merit,” 
which I hope will be conferred on 

Yours truly, HARRY LUPINO. 


H.M. COASTGUARD, CASTLETOWNSHEND, July 19th, 1888. 

Srr,—I am directed by Lieutenant John A. Clifton, R.N., 
Divisional Officer, Coastguard, Skibbereen Division, to reply to 
your letter of this day's post, relative to the lamentable burning 
accident at this station, in which the child of Hiram Hope, Boatman, 
Coastgu rd, lost its life through injuries received from being burnt 
accidentally on morning of 7th inst. [ beg to inform you that 
William J. Osborn, Commissioned Boatman, Castletownshend Sta- 
tion, County Cork, is the person spoken of in the Jimes, who had 
his hands burnt very severely in endeavouring to rescue the poor 
little child from burning, in stripping the burning night-clothes otf 
its body.—I am, sir, yours respectfully, E. J. GUMBRULE, C.B 


PECKHAM PALACE OF VARIETIES, PECKHAM, S.E., 
July 2th, 1888, 

AGREEABLE ALLY,—Just a few lines to thank you for the gracious 
presence of your own dear self and party, the other Thursday, at 
the Peckham Varieties, on the occasion of George, the waiter's, 
benefit. We ante enjoyed that drop of “ Unsweetened" you so 
graciously tendered to us on the stage. Sorry time would not per- 
mit us to indulge more freely. We must admit you are looking 
well after the breezy battles you have encountered of late. Tootsie 
was simply perfection; all eyes were fixed, though she seemed a 
little unnerved when the brick went. McNab was rather dull. Of 
late, we think he has become rather despondent. Ah, well! The 
trouble he has gone through is enough to make him. Wishing you 
every success, we remain, yours good-naturedly, 

YOUNG axD CLINKER (The Bohemian Blacks). 


6 TENNISON STREET, LAMBETH, LONDON, &.E., 
July 21st, 1888. 

Dear OLD NoSEGAY,—I now stand up to sit down, and take 
the pen in my foot (as my hands are getting washed) to write (or 
scratch—God bless the Duke of Argyle) vou a few lines, in acknow- 
ledgment of the splendid photo of the Sloper Family, which came 
to hand last evening. Only one complaint to make, which almost 
caused a tight between my partner, Mr. Sweeney (a German) and 
myself, there is two of us, and you only sent one picture. He 
wanted to cut it (the photo) in half, and each take a half of it. As 
the picture fell into my hands first, of course | have the best claim 
on it, and it will be a case of Du-well a la “ Bull-lancer and Fluke- 
wet” if you do not send another one on immediately. Kind love 
to you, and the rest of the Family, yours truly, 

SWEENY axp RYLAND (London Pavilion). 

P.8.—Kindly accept enclosed photo, with very best wishes. You 
can put it in the cellar, to frighten eggs out of chickens, 


ConsALL LODGE, ST. JAMEs’s ROAD, WANDSWORTH COMMON, 
July 22nd, 1888. 

DEAR OLD CRIMSON BEAK,—I hope you will excuse me address- 
ing you in such familiar terms, but the truth is, like yourself, | have 
been indulging in too much fire-water. Howare the nippers getting 
on? [I was very sorry tosee you reduced to such poverty at the sea- 
side, Selling air-balloons, too! No wonder Missa Sloper was ashamed 
of you. Words cannot express my astonishment when the barman 
at the “Sloper Arms” informed me that you have all your “Un- 
sweetened” on “strap,” and sneak all the matches out of the bar, 
too! It is disgraceful to swindle respectable hotelkeepers as a 


are doing. Yours truly, W. H. HASSAL 
SOMEBODY’S SON; OR, THE SONG OF THE 
UNKNOWN. 


OH! I’m the son of a muleteer ; 

It’s an awful lie, but there’s no one near, 

So I'll say it again without any fear— 
I'm the son of a muleteer. 


No! I’m the son of a gondolier 

Who plied his trade at Margate pier, 

And died of drinking fourpenny beer. 
I'm the son of a gondolier. 


Stop! I’m the son of a gambotier, 

Known at clubs as an Irish peer, 

Whose gambling cost him awfully dear. 
I'm the son of a gambolier, 


Ha! I'm the son of a Grenadier ! 

I was born in Chelsea Barracks near ; 

1 love the sight of the bearskin dear 
Worn by the British Grenadier. 


Oft on a morning dull and drear, 
Of the drums and fifes I fall to the rear, 
Control the sigh and ready tear. 
1 know 1'm the son of a Grenadier. 
Eases 


RATHER SHELL-FISH OF HIM. 

A STOUT, red-faced man, charged with assaulting his wife by 
throwing a pot of jam at her head, informed the magistrate that 
the good lady had a temper that required sweetening when he 
came in late for tea. “I must preserve your wife from your way of 
ministering the sweets of matrimony by binding you over to keep 
the peace, and to come home regularly to tea for six months.” “I've 
no hobjection, purwided I hevs s’rimps, yer wortchip,” remarked the 

risoner. “Oh, you shall hevs’rimps enough, and to spare, you vaga- 

one,” exclaimed his spouse, “Jist wait till | get yer back agin, 
and it shan’t hony be s'rimps, but wilks, and redishes, and winkles, 
and cockles, and all the luxuries as the hairystockracy gets.” Here 
the good lady broke down, and was led out of court. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

A Suspicious CASE—A case of new-laid eggs in a London shop. 

ORDERED TO LIE ON THE TABLE—A spirit medium, 

THE END OF ALL ARGUMENT—You're another ! 

SoME men talk a lot about horses; most women will talk for 
ever about babies, 

DoWN-HEARTED. — The butcher who brought his pigs to the 
wrong market has suffered considerably—pork creature ! 

CONQUERED.—ALLY is informed that the railway official who 
has studied “ Bradshaw” forso many years is never lost fora goods- 
train of thought. 

SHAMEFUL.—Why would a donkey bea bad debtor ?—Because 
he is more likely to pay in kicks than halfpence. 

ADVERTISEMENT.— Wanted, a tall policeman, to be the comfort 
of an outlying and unprotected district. Cooks plentiful— food 
abundant! 

SHOCKING.—Will the venerable gentleman in specs, who in mis- 
take kissed Miss Angelina Spitftoe for his aunt, kindly forward his 
name and address, so that the kiss may be returned to him? 


THE PRETTIEST MISS PRETTYMAN. 


A LonpDon Love STORY. 
=o 


VIIL—( Continued). 

AFTER a short, sharp struggle Tom is defeated, and at the next 
station quietly slinks out of the carriage and bolts into another, 
Horror! there 
is only ene oceu- 
pe and it is 

Tompkins, 


IX.— The Per- 
Sidy of Tomp- 
kins, 
“THERE you 

areat last,” says 

Tompkins, “1 

am giad you 

have come.” 

Bloodthirsty 
ruftian! «what 
fearful ven- 
geance did he 
mean to put 
into execution! 
Thank = good- 
ness, as yet 
there was no 
sign of the 
horsewhip that 
had yeen 
spoken of, 

“Prettyman 
said he thought 
you'd come by 
this train, 
Tompkins con- 
tinues, 

He had, then, 
been betrayed — it was a planned et Probably he would be 
assassinated, and this Tompkins had taken all the necessary steps 
to make good his escape when the deed was done, 

But as there was now no chance of leaving the carriage, perhaps 
it would be wisest to put a good face upon the matter, and look as 
if he were not afraid. 

“Why did you want so particularly to see me?” 

“1 heard you were coming down to Ramsgate, and I thought we 
might travel together.” 

“ ay was all nonsense, How could he have thought any such 
ing 
“After what has pasted thought we had better,” said Tomp- 

kins, “then we could talk things over, [| shall have a cigar,” and 

then proceeds to choose one from his case, 

After all, he is very mild, and Tom plucks up courage, It is 
generally the case with Tom, when he has mild people to deal with, 

“I object to 
smoking,” says 


he. 

“Do you?” 
says Tompkins, 
and strikes a 


a og ~ 
Strikes a fuze. 


“And yon 
persist in it?” 

“ Rather.” 

This was 
awkward, _ be- 
cause, if he 
went on per- 
sisting, “what 
could be done? 

“You don't 
smoke your- 
self,” said 
Tompkins; 
“makes you ill, 
I suppose ?” 

At this Tom 
feels indignant. 

*N 0; it 
doesn’t,” says 
Tom, showing 
a well - filled 
case, “But [ : 
don’t choose to do so now, and I never annoy other people by doing 
it when they object.” 

“You don’t annoy me,” responds Tompkins, heartily. “It will 
be twenty-five minutes before we have another stoppage, so I shall 
be able to finish my cigar very comfortably.” 

“You may do as you choose, sir,” says Tom, “but I shall com- 
plain to the guard as soon as we stop.” ; 

When they do stop, Tompkins is the first to poke his head out 
of the window.” 

“Guard,” says he, 

“Yes, sir.” . . 

“ Here’s a person here has persisted in smoking all the way down, 
in spite of my complaints.” 

“Me persist!” gasps Tom; “why, I never——”" 

“The fellow reeks of tobacco,” continues Tompkins, “and he has 
gota pocketful of 
cigars.” 

“Oh! I know 
him,” says the 
guard. “But he 
shan’t trouble you 
any more, sir. Here, 
just you come out 
of that; I'll eee if 
I can't find youa 
night’s lodging.” 

Poor Tom! what 
on earth is going 
to happen to him in 
the next chapter? 


“Come out of that!" 


X. — In_ which 
Everything ends 
Unhappily, 

THE Fates be 
thanked! The 
harsh measures 
threatened by the 
guard are over- 
come by a judi- 
cious distribution 
of the contents of 
Mr. Potter's waist- 
coat pocket, But 
he loses the train, 
nevertheless, and 
Tompkins goes on 
his way rejoicing, 

The question is, shall Tom follow him on to Ramsgate, or shall 
he return to London? 

(To be continurd next week.) 


The harsh measures overcome. 
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THE “F.0O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. SHOOTING STARS. 


SCENE—CTyde steamer, filled with latest improvements, Mr, Baggs has been told to 
press knob nert him for electric light. 


A TIP FOR A TIP. 

Young Silksox (perspiringly). Haw ! portaw, is the 
twain for Toddleton gone ? 

Candid Porter, Jis' five minnits, capting, but tf you 
and the lady jis’ strolls along the road to the next sty 
tion, you'll bein ‘eaps o’ time. (In confidential iris. 

). It's only wun 0’ our hextry fast excursions, yer 
{now ! (Tip according! y. 


No, 38,—WILLIaAM TERRISS, F.O.S. 


“*A life of a sailor is a life of spree. Hurrah for the life of 
asailor!’ And who will not re-echo that sentiment? Although 


A BASE ASSUMPTION. 
nearly all the European powers have claimed to be the country 


Baggs, Hi, steward! Call this thing a light, ye highland blaggard? Why, damme, I've got 


of William Terriss's birth, they are all wrong. We are the 
enly possessors of the seeret of his birth, and this secret we 
mean to stick to, simply mentioning the fact that he was born 
on the top of a life-buoy, and can claim very near relationship 
to King Neptune. We have no doubt in our own mind that 
William wus especially created to be a terror of the sea, Un- 


a thousand firmaments o’ shootin’ stars in one eye! 


Canny Steward. Hoot, me gude mon! I'm thinkin’ it’s the Muckle Laird o’ Bangsmash’s 


nawze ye maun a’ bin tamperin’ wi’ be meesadventure. 


. Tsay, missey, you mustn't change steeds here; 
he ain't our property neither, and I'm sure you can’: 
manage a pair of ‘em! 


[And he was only @ poor, timid man, after all, 
who had never harmed a single fellow-creature! 


fortunately for him, when a youngster he was kidnapped bya 
famous tragedian, who soon knocked out of him the sort of 
mermatdenish sect he possessed, and made him into a sort 
of modern melodramatic hero, guaranteed to rescue all females : 
in distress, whether young or old—and, indeed, marry them, - ee q 
if necessary. Terriss has succeeded well in this vocation, as it 4 = | : he cabman was 

1s rumoured that his wives can be numbere! by the score, : 2 25 drank & nearly upset 
Chiefly because he is a good (stage) specimen of British pluck, “ } d > us. Jwas so ° 

William was created F.U.S., and the* Sloper Award of Merit’ : , } wightined 

presented to him, September 12th, 1885." — Dehrett imnrored, 


OVERHEARD AT A FANCY DRESS BALL. 
, Joan of Cire 


Je 
ae Sadly 
Ate a solemn 
the ght ma 


Scene Like 


rl bade wherever are you going Emily? You haven't 
wetted your lees!  Amtly. No, but I have wet my big we. I 
_ promised Charlie I'd g : into the water, and T've done so! 


1" 


i ‘ i f i 4 
Wiltians the silent 4 


with an interminable Hour of 
pointless “ance dofe Spanis hobleman te 
: 3 reuch Marquise - 
agree 


upern at 


Reveef uity 


Now I Shrapet 


wife's 6 


sh wite fo 
Pee orgie 


“Your wife tells 
Me you Were 

Very 41 crocsing 
dast night. ' 
‘ma oretehed 


Sa ilow myself. “ ; 5 / ) % | : hs g We 7 Wi Cod ) \ 
i} - ) y (|! ih Y , eA J a 


4 . wey < 


ite S 4 
Edith, Whe, Nellie, how strange! Look just in front ; there's 
ared ball of fire suspended in the air. 
Nellie, Don't be absurd, Edith. It's Mr. Grog’s nose! 


Saint Anthony : 
Yecounting ‘une honne histoire to 
Beatrice and Marguerite 


Ph 
~w? mh 


wo. S ; Mephists phetes emournfully 
? It will Nous. if only J could feel fike adevil! 
», And are you really going to return to London? It 
jae cioenes Sinsas you. Ae. 'm—er—awfully sorry. 
She, But don't worry, Mr. Smilegrim, { shall soon get 
someone else to take me about. I've had my eye on one or 
two ever since I heard of your coming departure. let, that, 


Ge ee eres eee SEE etter ee danas : 
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A of 
“The whole affair went off capitally, notwithstanding the rather eccentric behaviour of good Saint Anthony, who, after partaking ieee a 
champagneand other good things, remarked in confidence to Hamlet, that, though he wasa bachelor, ‘ That lit’ Marg’rite would jus’ do him atren : 


